Exiled 

The smell of festering flesh, rot and running, pustulated sores made everyone sick...everyone 
except her. 

But none of that mattered now...everyone was dead...everyone except the two of them. 


The doctor was overworked, a bottle kept, always filled, in his pocket. He didn't like her...no one 
did, as the entire town suspected her of Witchcraft. 


She was a healer, an herbalist and though she didn't see it the way he did, the doctor had 
always considered her "competition". 


Not everyone could afford medical care and so they came to her. 
She would take trades...eggs, a chicken, furniture, handmade clothing; things he wouldn't take. 


But all the money in the world wouldn't save him, now...he was already showing signs of the 
sickness...the black boils that cursed each of the walking dead before their final days. 


The doctor was sitting down...bottle in hand, eyeing her with the contempt she'd grown 
accustomed to. 


"This is all your fault, you know. You and your ungodliness." 


She slowly shook her head. "I did not do this. | am not certain where or why this evil came 
about, but it has nothing to do with me." 


"You are not sick. Everyone in this town is dead, except you. Of course this is your doing, or you 
would be dead or dying like the rest of us...well, me, as it appears | am all that is left." 


She turned to face him, just in time to dodge his bottle, hurtled like a limp rocket, toward her 
head. 


"You got what you came for...you and the Devil! Go...leave this place, leave my sight! May the 
fires of Hell consume you in the most awful way imaginable." 


She had nothing left, save for a small satchel, containing one dress, her herbs and one cup. 
Everything else had been lost when her home was burned to the ground at the start of the 


Plague. 


The doctor wasn't the only one who blamed her. 


She set down the bloody, push stained cloth she'd been using on her last patient before he died, 
and simply left; no goodbye, no words...nothing. 


She simply left. 

Two weeks later: 

The cave had always been a hideaway for her. No one knew about it, and even if they did, the 
woods in which the ancient hole in the rock was located, were rumored to be haunted. That 
alone, was enough to keep the pious townsfolk away. 

She had to go back to town, she had to see if there was anyone left. 

Everything was in ruins. She could only surmise that the doctor in one last effort to burn away 
the pestilence, had set fire to the entire town; the thick smoke from smoldering wood choking 


her. 


She waved her hand in a futile attempt to clear the air, and it was then that she saw him...the 
doctor. 


She slowly approached and saw the ravages of the poison flowing through him. Thick black 
boils had ruptured and the once kingly and powerful man had been reduced to a quivering, 
vomitous mass of blood and pus. 

"You came back, just in time to watch me die. | was wrong to send you away and should have 
just drunk the tea you offered me. | could be sitting there with you, rather than dying in such a 
disgraceful manner." 


She sat down beside him and took his hand. 


"Obviously this Plague was not the Devil's work. When | sent you away, | got sicker, not 
better...no matter how hard | prayed...so it apparently is not you that God is angry with." 


She stroked his hand, softly. 


Nothing more needed to be said. 


